Prologue 


Crystal Lake always had a peaceful atmosphere whenever the sun set below the horizon 
every evening. 

Unlike the big cities like Los Angeles or Chicago, where all you would hear at night were 
the honks of car horns and police sirens, this small country-esque town had none of that. What 
you would hear instead were the chirping of crickets and the soft rustling of tree leaves and it 
was always blissful to listen to as you fell asleep in your comfortable bed. 

It was especially amazing if you were staying at the small camp resting in the wooded 
area next to the waters of the lake. For some people, the feeling of getting away from the troubles 
of the city to spend a few days or weeks in the presence of nature was wonderful. For others, 
they could feel isolated and lonely or just straight up paranoid of their surroundings. 

For eighteen-year-old Suzy Donaldson and Jim Miller, they felt the former. 

As the young couple swayed to a radio broadcast of a song from around ten years ago, 
The Darkest Side Of The Night by Metropolis, Suzy hummed contentedly as she leaned her head 
against Jim’s shoulder and pressed herself closer to him. Instead of the paranoia she had initially 
felt when they had arrived at the lake, she felt at utter ease while she felt her boyfriend’s lips 
brushing against her collarbone. The soft music on the radio and the ribbeting of frogs outside 
relaxed her greatly along with the tranquil sound of small waves lapping against the small boat 
that belonged to Jim’s father. 

The two of them had decided to have one final night to themselves before they would 
travel north for a week with their senior classmates. It was a way to celebrate their graduation 
before their high school closed down for good; apparently, the school district had been losing its 
budget slowly over the past decade and it was to the point that the Crystal Lake community 
couldn’t afford to keep teaching its students. The teenagers in the freshman, sophomore, and 
junior classes would have to transfer to a school in the next town that could actually manage its 
money. 

Lakeview High would be shutting its doors forever in less than two weeks, the night after 
they all received their diplomas and went home. And, although Suzy felt a little bittersweet about 
it because she really liked a lot of her teachers, she was grateful to finally be rid of high school. 
After all, she hadn’t been living in Crystal Lake for very long; she had moved here from Boston 
just last July with her parents and adjusting to the small town as opposed to living in the city for 
most of her life had been challenging. But, soon enough, she found herself really enjoying that 
there wasn’t really any danger to come her way unlike Boston. 

She began to see the tiny little New Jersey town as a beautiful getaway from the stresses 
of the outside world. 


A mere two months after she had moved out here, she had begun to notice a boy in her 
Biology class that she found insanely handsome but she also admired him because he was one of 
the smartest students of the class. It turns out that he had taken a liking to her as well really 
quickly and had gathered the courage to introduce himself as Jim. 

In a matter of weeks, the two of them had developed a friendship that soon turned into a 
relationship that had been going on for almost eight months to the day. And it was safe to say 
that they were head over heels for each other and had been for quite a while. 

Suzy certainly dreaded the arrival of August when the two of them would be forced to go 
their separate ways; she would be heading off to the University of Maine for a major in 
psychology while Jim would set out for the west coast to attend the University of Washington. 
He had decided to pursue a major in teaching even though he still didn’t know what subject he 
wanted to go after. They were both set to graduate with scholarships so their parents wouldn’t 
have to pay for their education and they would be set for the next four years. 

Despite her heart sinking further into the pit of her stomach each day, Suzy eventually 
decided to be happy with the little time she would have left with Jim and spend every minute 
with him as though it would be her last. 

It was part of the reason she had instantly agreed to go with him to the large camp to 
spend the night on his father’s yacht. She was sure that she was ready to take this further step 
with him, as she wanted him to remember her for something when they had to inevitably part 
ways. Sure, it wasn’t her first time she had had sex with anyone but she knew that this time 
would be special, as it was with someone she was certain that she loved. 

As the song began to draw to a close, the radio suddenly emitted a professional male 
voice and it broke the brunette out of her thoughts as she glanced over at it. 

“You’ve been listening to WGAZ, the electricity of Manhattan. This request is going out 
to the senior class of Lakeview High...” 

Suzy excitedly grabbed Jim’s shoulders and grinned shyly at him. “That’s us!” she 
whispered ecstatically before leaning her head back against his neck. 

“All right!” Jim quietly cheered as he placed a kiss against his girlfriend’s temple, his 
heart beginning to slam against his ribcage at their close proximity. 

“They'll be graduating on the thirteenth of this month and we wish them the best of luck 
and success when they come to visit our seductive city, ” the radio broadcaster continued. “Our 
lure is a great one, young friends, but beware — the city of lights casts many shadows indeed. ” 

“Well...” Jim murmured as he pulled back to look at Suzy, staring deeply into her eyes 
with a curious expression. “How do you feel?” 

Suzy glanced up at him with an alluring look in her brown eyes, smirking coyly at him. 
“Ask me in about five minutes,” she whispered with a tone neither of them saw coming before 
pulling him into a deep kiss, slowly wrapping her arms around his neck as she pulled him 
impossibly close. 

Jim carefully pulled away and looked at her with a more grounded look this time. “I’m 
talking about graduation,” he specified. “Being totally free to do whatever we want now...” 


Suzy actually thought about it as she gently slipped her hands inside Jim’s shirt and felt 
his warm skin. She hadn’t really thought about how she would be free for a few months before 
having to travel to Maine and it made her smile softly at the idea. She was grateful that summer 
vacations were always a possibility no matter what she was currently doing; she always looked 
forward to the summer, anyway. It always allowed her time to get away from the house for a few 
hours every day in order to hang out with her friends, maybe even go to the local supermarket to 
go grocery shopping for her parents. 

With this in mind, she tilted her head thoughtfully. “It feels excellent,” she answered 
truthfully, timidly removing Jim’s white button-up shirt and slipping it off of his shoulders. 

Jim’s eyes seemed to shine with pure, unadulterated happiness as he rested his forehead 
against Suzy’s. “I love you, you know?” he muttered to her. It wasn’t the first time he had told 
her — that had been a month ago when they were on one of their dates — but he couldn’t keep 
himself from saying it again. 

“T love you...” she replied despite feeling her heart break all over again. She knew she 
wouldn’t be able to bear being away from him come August, but she had to accept it. 

However, she refused to do that for now, placing her hands on his and raising them to the 
buttons of her blouse, giving him full consent to remove it and he did. She could tell that, by the 
look on his face, that he was admiring every inch of her and it made a furious blush overcome 
her face and neck. 

“I gotta throw the anchor over,” Jim suddenly said, kissing her on the cheek. “I'll be right 
back.” 

“Okay,” she responded as he separated himself from her to step out onto the deck of the 
yacht, and she walked to the small bed that was attached to the wall before crawling under the 
sheets. 


As Jim grabbed a hold of the metal cable that was attached to the large anchor at the end 
and slowly lowered it into the dark waters of the lake, he felt a chill run up his spine as he 
glanced towards the abandoned two-story house that rested on the shore and was nestled against 
the tall trees. The front porch was completely gone, having supposedly collapsed on itself the 
year prior. The house that used to be next to it was no longer there, having blown up and into 
smithereens; most of the debris was in the lake now. 

From what he had heard from locals, a group of college kids had stayed in the mostly 
intact house next to the one that was gone. The ones in the other house had apparently been a 
mother and daughter along with someone else, but he couldn’t quite remember. He was told that 
there was a freak accident around this area last June that left many people dead but, like most of 
the townsfolk, he didn’t believe that tale. 

He glanced at the lake and shivered uneasily as he heard the crickets chirping loudly in 
the distance. All of a sudden, he began second guessing his decision to bring Suzy out here in the 


middle of the night when she had no idea about Crystal Lake’s history. It made him frown as he 
slowly lumbered back inside, but he tried to keep a smile for his girlfriend as he shut the curtain 
behind them. 

He leaned in to kiss her and pick up where they left off earlier, but Suzy placed a delicate 
hand on his chest to stop him. 

“What’s wrong?” Suzy asked him, clearly noticing that his enthusiasm had vanished in 
the blink of an eye. 

Jim just shrugged innocently, shaking his head out of pretend confusion. “Nothing,” he 
simply said but Suzy instantly detected the tremble in his voice. 

“Come on, Jimmy. Something’s bothering you,” she insisted, cupping his cheek in an 
attempt to comfort him. 

Jim sighed deeply as he lowered his head for a moment, hesitating greatly while closing 
his eyes. “It’s just that...” he muttered out loud. “...we’re right around that old summer camp... 
where all those murders took place.” 

Suzy visibly tensed up, going rigid at those words. “What murders?” she questioned in a 
quivering voice. 

It makes sense, Jim thought as he shook his head. Crystal Lake had chosen not to expose 
the history of the camp to the entire country out of fear of them having no more tourists during 
the summer season. Having been from Massachusetts, Suzy must not have heard about the 
legend that had circulated around the town for what seemed to be many decades. Nevertheless, 
he declined to mention anything else about it. “Never mind,” he said. “You don’t want to know 
about it.” 

Suzy narrowed her gaze as if she were up for an immediate challenge. “Tell me, it’s 
okay,” she assured him soothingly. 

“There’s nothing to worry about, Suzy. The guy’s dead now, somewhere at the bottom of 
this lake... if you believe the stories.... Let’s just drop it, okay?” 

But Suzy wasn’t having any of it, stopping Jim before he could try and kiss her again. 
“What stories?” she demanded, not allowing them to go any further until he came clean. 

Jim was extremely hesitant to continue but, from the look on her face, he could tell that 
he wouldn’t get away with acting straight-up paranoid all night. After all, Suzy Donaldson was 
the kind of girl that aspired to care about others; she was planning on getting a degree in caring 
for people twenty-four-seven. It made her the worrisome one in the relationship while he was the 
carefree one — not that he minded, which he didn’t at all. 

So, knowing he couldn’t stay silent any longer, he finally opened his mouth to speak. 

“There was this boy...” he started. “...named Jason Voorhees who drowned in Crystal 
lake around forty years ago.” 

Seeing Suzy obviously reacting with sorrow and dread, Jim placed a hand over hers to 
help put her at ease. 


“None of the counselors heard him...” Jim went on, his voice also becoming one of 
sympathy for the boy in the legend. “The camp was shut down but was opened up the following 
year. And that’s when the murders started to happen...” 

“Jason did it...?” Suzy mumbled in a shaking voice, definitely creeped out now. 

Jim just shook his head, a small smile on his face. “That’s what some people thought. But 
they were wrong. His mother blamed the counselors for her son’s death, and she had tried to kill 
all of them that kept reopening the camp.” He then paused dramatically for more effect. “But she 
got her head chopped off by one of them.” 

Suzy just raised her eyebrows at that, utterly surprised. “So...” she whispered 
uncertainly. “The murders stopped, right?” 

Jim gave his girlfriend a long, piercing gaze that went straight through her soul. “No,” 
was all he said. “Legend has it that Jason came back to avenge his mother’s death... vowing to 
kill every teenager in the area. And every now and then, the murders start up again.” 

When he finished his telling of the popular tale of his hometown, he could tell that Suzy 
seemed extremely frightened by what he had told her. He placed an arm around her shoulders, 
trying to ignore that he had scared himself a little bit as well, and did his best to ease her 
trembling. 

“Forget about it, Suzy,” he told her. “They’re just stories.” He then grabbed the thick 
blanket and placed it over them, placing a kiss on Suzy’s neck as he pulled her closer. They laid 
down on the comfortable mattress but, while Jim was ready to put what he had said behind him, 
the brunette woman next to him couldn’t stop thinking about the story as she looked all around 
her uneasily. 

“We’re the last graduating class, right?” she spoke up, trying to think it all over in her 
head. 

“Right,” Jim replied as his kisses trailed down Suzy’s neck, moving his hands to hold her 
waist. 

“I mean, Lakeview High just closed its doors for good, right?” 

“Right...” 

“So there’s no reason for him to come back because there won’t be any of us around...” 
Suzy concluded, tilting her head out of genuine curiosity. “R-Right...?” 

Jim paused what he was doing and actually thought about those words a few moments, 
thinking that it made sense for her to be concerned. But he didn’t want the moment to get out of 
hand and for her to become too scared for their own good. So he just looked her squarely in the 
eyes so she understood. “Right,” he confirmed, more for his sake. “Except that... Jason isn’t real. 
So none of it matters anyway.” 

When she heard that, Suzy finally started to relax and allowed her shoulders to slump. 
She then leaned in and pressed her lips to his, slipping her arms around his torso; she let out a 
soft giggle when Jim eagerly climbed on top of her and moved his hands to remove her leggings. 

As they did so, the lovestruck couple was entirely unaware that the anchor to Jim’s yacht 
had caught itself on a thick, coal black cable that writhed at the very bottom of the lake. They 


also didn’t know that the cable led to a huge mass directly underneath said boat that was the 
cause and result of the massacre from the previous year. 

The massacre that Jim had neglected to mention to Suzy. 

The massacre that only two people — Tina Shepard and Nick Rogers — had barely 
managed to escape and survive from. 

The anchor — as if it had taken a mind of its own — suddenly began tugging on the cable 
thanks to the gentle current of the lake and it seemed as though it wouldn’t be released from it 
anytime soon. A tiny spark emitted from the cable as a small part of it started to tear from the 
force of being tugged on and, eventually, said spark turned into a wave of high voltage electricity 
that almost resembled lightning. The water became illuminated in an explosion of blinding light 
as the energy traveled the entire length of the cord. 

This led to the mass underneath the debris from the destroyed home that used to reside on 
the shore being lit up in all sorts of different waves. The debris even began lifting off of the 
humongous figure almost as if it were releasing it from its prison. 

The near skeletal fingers of the figure began to twitch just as the power all around Crystal 
Lake flickered off. 

And everything was still once again. 


Suzy’s eyes flashed open at the strange sound she heard emanating from what seemed to 
be the bottom of the boat and she gently pushed Jim away from her, sadly breaking their 
passionate kiss. “Did you hear that?” she whispered frantically, glancing all around her in a 
worrisome way. 

Jim shrugged his shoulders as he raised an eyebrow at her. “Hear what?” he replied as he 
tugged her closer to him again, wanting to continue what they were doing. All he got in response, 
however, was an unamused glare from Suzy and he even shrank away from her for a moment. 

“Come on, I’m serious,” she pleaded with him, staring hardcore at him in order to try and 
feel more at ease. 

She saw him looking back at her with a slightly annoyed expression and she completely 
understood why he was beginning to get impatient. She knew Jim had been waiting for her to 
fully give herself to him for a few months now and, now that she was finally doing so, he was 
super eager to get into the moment. However, her becoming more paranoid about their 
surroundings and her eyebrows knitted with major concern made him pause his movements. She 
was entirely serious and he didn’t want to upset her further. 

So, with that, he sighed quietly as he nodded at her and moved the blanket off of him. 
“All right, Pll go check it out,” he assured her, pulling his blue jeans back on and grabbing his 
button-up shirt and yanking the sleeves over his shoulders. 

Suzy sat up further on the bed and wrapped the blanket around her, believing for a long 
moment that it could possibly protect her from whatever the hell was outside. As she watched 


Jim step out of the small bedroom and leave the door open, she shivered from the chilly air 
seeping across the area and towards her. Of course, it was the least of her worries but she 
grabbed her blouse that she had discarded on the floor and slipped it on, redoing the buttons. 

She could hear the creaking of some of the boat’s floorboards and, while it would have 
sounded normal on any other night, it was very eerie to her right now. 

She shouldn’t have insisted that Jim tell her about the legend of Jason Voorhees and, 
although he had said that it was just a story and that it wasn’t real, she was beginning to think to 
herself about the possibility of it not just being a spooky tale. 

What if Jason Voorhees had been a real person? What if he had really drowned in the lake 
right beneath where she sat? And what if his psychotic mother had actually gone on a killing 
spree out of revenge for the counselors not watching her precious little boy? 

And what if Jason was alive right now and on this very boat? 

Her fears began to be confirmed by Jim not returning to the room, and Suzy’s heart began 
to sink to the bottom of her stomach. 

“Jim?!” she called out in a very nervous voice. “Jimmy?!” 

There was no answer, and she instinctively stood up from the bed and tried her best to 
peer out of the doorway. But, all she could see outside was pitch black darkness, and that only 
made her feel more uneasy much to her chagrin. However, she still stepped closer to the entrance 
of the room, wondering if Jim really was just taking longer than usual to check out the noise... or 
if something else had happened. She prayed in her mind that it really was just nothing and her 
mind playing tricks on her. The seconds slowly turned into several minutes, though, and that only 
made her anxiety rise even further. 

She finally started to have enough of the situation and it was time for Jim to quit playing 
his games already. It even made her sigh irritably as she gritted her teeth. 

“Stop screwing around, Jim!” she spoke up, trying her best to sound more annoyed than 
anything. “I mean it.” 

Instead of an answer, a towering figure loomed in the doorway and made Suzy flinch out 
of startlement. She believed that it was Jim at first and she nearly scolded him for scaring her 
like that. But then she saw the yellowish hockey mask with the small red chevrons on it and 
black and soulless voids that made up the eye holes. And the figure was staring down at her with 
what seemed to be intense hatred. 

Suzy let out a loud gasp of terror, feeling completely paralyzed and her feet were unable 
to move. Her eyes widened and her pupils dilated, and she knew there was nowhere to run. It 
was too late. 

The legend 5 real, oh dear Jesus, it’s real! she thought as she opened her mouth to 
scream. Jimmy dead, Jason killed him! 

But before another sound could leave her, she felt the sensation of being punched in the 
gut and her blood ran cold. She stared down at what had happened, seeing the handle of a long 
hunting knife protruding from her stomach and a strong hand grasping it tightly. 


Instead of the horrendous pain she expected to feel, along with her life flashing before her 
eyes, nothing happened. There was no blood, no pain, and no flashbacks. The only thing she felt 
was a small prick and some pressure against her skin, which made her narrow her eyes in 
confusion. She just stared at the knife as it pulled away from her blouse, and she easily saw the 
rubber blade retracting from the feeling of being free. 

She glared up at the figure as she heard chuckles of amusement leaving his lips, and she 
then clenched her fists with utter fury. Suzy watched as Jim tugged the mask off of his face, 
adjusting his curly hair to where it was back to normal. 

“Gotcha good, Suzy,” he said proudly as he grinned at her, but his girlfriend’s expression 
said it all as she turned and stomped back to the bed. 

Jim couldn’t help but laugh as he pursued her and sat down next to her; he tried to pull 
her into a comforting hug to calm her nerves but she gently shoved him away, doing her best 
attempt and being outraged at him. It only made him smile more as he playfully threw his hands 
in the air. 

“All right, all right...” he said, accepting defeat as his shoulders slumped. “So, I’m a 
major ass.” 

“And you’ll never do it again,” Suzy finished for him with a furious stare, one eyebrow 
raised in a demanding expression. 

“And I'll never do it again,” he promised, repeating her words, oblivious to the figure 
right outside the room silently grabbing the mask that he had left on the boat’s wheel. He had 
bought it at a local Walmart in the next town over and had gotten it specifically for this purpose: 
to terrify Suzy. It had worked but also backfired on him, since she was still grumpy. “Come on, 
do you forgive me?” 

“No...” she replied in a serious tone, but she couldn’t stop the smile from creeping onto 
her face at the pout Jim was giving her. Admittedly, the sight was adorable and she couldn’t 
resist him, so she sighed out of reluctance and pulled him to her in a passionate kiss as she 
immediately forgave him and forgot about the entire ordeal. 

Jim instantly kissed back as he stripped off his jeans and shirt again and climbed on top 
of her. 

The intruder on the yacht grabbed a spear gun that belonged to Jim’s father and that he 
had just happened to leave in the main room. As the bony hand gripped the gun and the single 
spear that went with it, the figure lumbered over towards the small staircase that led into the 
bedroom they were in and creeped down the steps. His feet squished against the carpet thanks to 
the water that was logged into his practically destroyed boots, but he ignored that as he loaded 
the spear into the weapon and it almost resembled a crossbow if it weren’t for the tubes attached 
to it. 

Jim grinded his hips against Suzy’s and she let out a sigh of bliss as she rested her hands 
against his back. The peace fully came back and she began to relax and give into the utter 
pleasure she felt; this felt entirely right and she knew that she was ready to go even further with 
him. She even started to think that she could manage a long-distance relationship with him and 


that they could get through it for four years. After all, Jim was a loyal boyfriend and he was 
faithful to her. When he had looked directly at her and told her he loved her a month ago, she 
knew he had really meant it. 

He loved her and she loved him right the hell back, damn it. And here she was ready to 
prove it to him. 

As she let out another moan, her brown eyes fluttered open and they were directed 
towards the doorway to the bedroom. Instead of a smile, a grimace of surprise and terror etched 
itself into her features as a strangled cry of fear emitted itself from her. 

A decomposing thing was slowly raising the spear gun from the main room and was 
aiming it right at the lovemaking duo. Its skin was rotting and practically gone, the clothes on it 
were torn to shreds and seemed to be eaten up by the fish of the lake, and it was breathing almost 
maniacally. Suzy instantly recognized the hockey mask that Jim had on earlier on the thing’s face 
and her heart practically stopped at the nightmarish sight. 

“J-Jason?!” was all she could say, frozen as all sensation of happiness truly left her soul 
despite praying to God that she was just dreaming. 

It seemed all too real, though. 

Jim just stopped for a second and glanced at Suzy in utter disbelief. “You must really 
think I’m an ass,” he responded with a puzzled expression. 

That’s when Suzy finally found her voice, letting out an ear-piercing scream as she 
scrambled out from underneath Jim and crawling backwards to the wall. And Jim was now 
paying attention as he turned around and spotted the maniac for himself, and he recoiled in 
confusion and horror. 

Suzy’s scream was then cut off when the spear was fired and all she could feel was a 
flaming, white-hot pain spreading all throughout her throat. Blood spurted from the terrible 
wound in her neck that the spear was now lodged in and she choked on her own oxygen as she 
grabbed at the weapon. But her attempts to save herself proved to be futile as her life began to 
ebb rapidly, and her head slumped forward as one tear managed to course down her right cheek. 

Jason 5 real after all, was the last thought she was able to have. 

“Oh, my God!” Jim groaned with fright and heartbreak, staring right at his now dead 
girlfriend. “SUZY!!!” 

He barely had time to run for his life as the killer stepped up to him and plunged the spear 
gun towards him. Crimson erupted from his belly as he let out a gargle of agony, his head 
smacking against the window behind him and causing it to crack. He tried to speak but he could 
only stare incredulously at the object lodged into his intestines, but the killer soon yanked it back 
out and caused a fountain of blood to stain the blanket and the walls. 

The lamp on the nightstand next to Jim took the worst of it and bathed the entire room in 
red, and that caused him to reach out to the window in a small attempt to escape. But he only 
succeeded in smearing the blood on his hands on the glass and he moaned from the pain and 
dread at the realization that he was actually dying and that the legend of Crystal Lake was all too 
real. 


As his vacant eyes stared at the ceiling, the last thing Jim Miller was able to think about 
was how he was no longer going to be able to propose to Suzy when they got to New York City. 
He had bought a diamond ring with the money his mother had given him as a graduation present 
and he had planned to give it to his now deceased girlfriend after telling her that he had decided 
to attend the University of Maine with her instead of Washington. 

Then Jim moved no more and he was beyond dead. 


Jason Voorhees stared down at his two victims as he felt the fierce rage subside for a brief 
amount of time. He tilted his head in curiosity as he then glanced at the spear gun he had used as 
his weapon, quickly feeling the fury return as he knew his job still wasn’t finished. 

Once again, he had been denied the rest that he secretly desired and he was angrier than 
ever as his bony fists clenched around the gun and snapped it in half. All he wanted was rest and 
he had had it for a little while: a peaceful unconsciousness with a lack of dreams and that was 
just fine with him. The only thing he had been able to sense was pure blackness and a droning 
hum that he had hated at first but had quickly grown used to. 

The last thing he remembered in his twisted and deranged mind before being awoken 
again was a chain wrapping around his now ruined throat and being pulled backwards into the 
lake by what seemed to be a middle-aged man that was just as decomposing as he was. But even 
that memory was vague and blurry to the maniac, since his brain was pretty much destroyed 
thanks to all he had witnessed over the past several decades. 

The moment his sanity snapped was when all of the homicidal rage had come alive in his 
soul and it had never stopped since. 

Jason, while unnaturally quiet for a child his age, was mostly a relatively normal young 
boy. His birth had been anything but natural despite this, having been born at the stroke of 
midnight on Friday the 13th, and the doctor that had arrived at the home of Pamela Voorhees to a 
very silent baby had thought that he was a stillborn. However, when he raised the infant up and 
gave him a small slap across the face, he had been startled by the burning look in Jason’s eyes. 

All of the children that had attended elementary school with the boy had cowered in fear 
whenever they were around him, mainly due to his silence and the stare he would give them. It 
was like holes were being driven into them because of his hateful eyes, and that was what made 
them too frightened to even attempt to pick on him. 

One boy had tried, punching Jason squarely in the face, and he had ended up in the 
infirmary not too long afterwards because of a mysterious accident. He had, apparently, stuck the 
same hand used to punch Jason into a garbage disposal and he could never really explain why he 
had done it. He just did it. 

A school psychiatrist that had once tried reaching Jason ended up in a psychiatric clinic 
because of the boy, even though it was supposedly unknown when it came to a reason as to why. 


The only person that never avoided Jason was his own mother. Pamela Voorhees adored 
her little boy and cherished him like nothing else; she always protected him and kept him as safe 
as possible everywhere they went. It was initially why she had hesitated to take on the job as the 
main cook at Camp Crystal Lake all the way back in 1957, but she had taken it. She had been 
running a little low on pay recently since her job at one of the very few supermarkets wasn’t 
enough to help her raise Jason. In fact, the store had slowly been going out of business over the 
past year, and she was desperate to keep their lives in a stable condition. 

The first week working at the camp had been a relatively peaceful one despite 
eleven-year-old Jason having nobody to play with. But it seemed as though he hardly minded 
and preferred to be alone, and Pamela had been all right with that. Her son was happy despite not 
smiling that much, and that helped her feel at ease. 

But, one late afternoon on the second week of camp, Pamela had noticed that Jason was 
missing from where she could see him on the shore of the lake. She had been preparing dinner 
for the dozens of children for the evening when she saw through the kitchen window that her son 
had vanished. She had rushed outside and, as the sky quickly grew darker, it was even more 
difficult to try and find the boy. However, when she heard a heart-shattering cry for help coming 
from the frigid waters of the lake, she had discovered her answer. 

“Mommyyyyyyy!” Jason had bellowed, true fear in his heart for what felt like the very 
first time in his young life. 

Pamela, frantic and crying hysterically, had searched for any of the staff around the camp 
such as John Christy. When she had found two of the counselors that were supposed to be 
watching Jason, she was infuriated to see that they had snuck off to a nearby cabin to make love 
like animals. 

When she had run back to the shore of the lake after yelling at them furiously, Jason was 
nowhere to be seen. 

Everyone had believed that the boy had drowned despite never being able to find his 
body, and they eventually presumed him to be dead no matter how much a grief stricken Pamela 
tried to convince herself that it wasn’t true. The camp was shut down for a year but, in 1958, it 
was reopened to the town with a newfound hope in John Christy’s mind. 

But it was closed back down almost right away when the same two counselors that were 
supposed to be watching Jason had been found stabbed to death in the loft of the barn at the 
camp. The girl who had found them, Claudette’s bunkmate, had been sent to a city hospital to be 
treated for her hysteria. This time, it was completely abandoned for over two decades despite 
multiple attempts to renovate it for the public. 

What nobody knew at the time was that Jason was actually still alive. He had dragged 
himself out of the lake and slowly regenerated over time, surviving for over twenty years in the 
wilderness and living off of wild animals and vegetation. 

In 1979, Jason had reunited with his mother but not in the way he was hoping. He spotted 
her going on a psychotic rampage and killing the counselors that were rebuilding the camp and 
fixing the cabins, Steve Christy being one of them. He had been frightened of trying to go up to 


Pamela because of how angry she was; it truly scared him, especially since he knew from a very 
young age that she was nobody you needed to make mad. 

When the blonde girl, Alice Hardy, and lopped Pamela’s head off with her own machete, 
Jason’s mind twisted in on itself. He had wanted to charge out of the woods where he was hiding 
in order to kill the girl right then and there but he was too stunned from what had happened. That 
hadn’t mattered in the end, since he had still killed Alice in her apartment two months later. 

They all had to pay for the death of his mother. 

Every single one of them. 

Over the past two decades, he had gone from area to area in Crystal Lake each time a 
group of sinful, disgusting teenagers were camping out in the cabins or houses. They were all the 
same and he knew he had to kill all of them one by one. Every time he did murder someone, the 
rage dissipated for a short amount of time. 

But it always returned quicker than the last time. 

He was no longer able to feel the rotting wounds all over his body, from the axe wound in 
his head that the despicable girl at Higgins Haven had given him, to the fire that had engulfed 
him thanks to the girl that made things move on their own. None of them mattered to him 
anymore and were more of a second thought. 

All that mattered was that they were all responsible for his drowning and for the 
decapitation of his mother. And none of them had cared. And that was why they had to die. 

An extremely faint but deranged voice seemed to speak to him and he was tempted to 
follow everything it said. Jason... my special, special boy. They must be punished, Jason... for 
what they did to you... for what they did to me. Kill for me. Kill for mother. 

As Jason walked to the main room of the yacht and took the helm, his one good eye 
stared out the window and into the darkness of Crystal Lake. He knew what was to be done and 
he was going to do it. 

He was going to continue his mother’s path of vengeance. 

And he wasn’t going to stop until he felt as though it was finished. 

Jason Voorhees was back.... 


